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in a frenzy to try to get yourself killed. He
mustn't be dragged into it again.

But he had mistaken the woman, or she had
understood his unspoken thought.

" It don't bear thinking about. But if
they try to catch us with another of their old
wars, , . . But it's done before you can say
' Knife/ They're so cunning/' She wagged
her head, smiling wryly. " You can't catch
'em at it/'

Who were " they" ? Did they know,
themselves ? It was no use to argue that.
Anyhow, she wasn't thinking of her own grief
any more,

" I know a woman/' she went on quietly,
" that lost her only boy, three years ago now.
She was a friend of mine, kept the grocer's and
post office at Hatley. So lively, I would have
felt dull beside her, if it hadn't been that she
made you lively, too. Ran the Jumble;
sang at the concerts; acted in the parson's
Christmas play, and made you laugh, too;
played the organ on Sunday. I don't know
what she didn't do. Yet she was religious-
real, good religion she had. Kind and gener-
ous, had a good word for everybody; played
whist after Church on Sunday night, ' I
don't believe in Sunday being solemn, Mrs,